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The New Citizen as a Hunter of Big Game
Ladv Mackenzie Has Started

on Third Trip to
Africa

By ETHYL LAVINIA SMITH

LADY MACKENZIE, mighty
huntress, who, in the last
fifteen years of her globe

trotting, has made five trips around
the world, including two hunting
trips into darkest Africa, has started
out again for that little known coun¬

try to renew her exploration of the
Tana River. After months of exten¬

sive preparations for this trip Lady
Mackenzie, with the New York mem¬

bers of her party, left recently for

London, where she will meet the
rest of the party, three of whom are

Canadian Indians.

While she was in New York Lady
Mackenzie arranged for the dis¬

position in this country of about
nine tons of trophies from her last

African jaunt in the jungle, which
ore now stored at Mombasa.

War Interrupted
Explorations
"My last attempt to explore the

Tana River, one of the most treach¬
erous streams in the world, was in¬

terrupted by the war," Lady Mac¬
kenzie said shortly before she sailed.
"The base camp that I had estab¬
lished at the junction of the Tana
and Theki rivers was taken over by
the British government as a military
base. 1 expect to find my former
equipment there when I arrive.
"The Tana River is more than

2,000 miles long," she went on. "It
winds in and out through a dense

jungle and papyrus swamp. I have
never been able to persuade any of
the natives to attempt this part of
the country with me. They report
'too many big animals with funny
long necks' and 'too much swamp.'
That is why I am taking Canadian
guides with me this time," she
added, simply.

The Perils
Of Broadway

"I have had tin record cases made
enclosed in cork covers for our

canoes so that if these should
become separated from our party
in any way while we are on the
river, or if by any chance none of
our party should survive the expe¬
dition, for none of us knows what
he is going to face, the records

will be saved and, I hope, event¬
ually found."

"But aren't you Just a little bit
afraid?" the lady was asked.

She, the huntress with the pink
and white baby skin and the soft,
well modulated voice, laughed, as

she hastened to assure me that she
thought it took far more courage
for a woman to attempt to cross

Broadway during the rush hour than
it did to brave the perils of any spot
in' Africa.

"Indeed, I'm not one bit afraid
when I am out in the open," she
said. "I love the wild places of the
world and the people who live in
them. I am afraid of snakes, but
not of anything else that creeps or

crawls. I don't remember being
afraid when I killed my first lion,"
she answered another one of my
questions. "I do remember being
terribly excited on that occasion,
however. Africa is the most fasci¬
nating country in the world, and
shooting, lions there at-night the!
greatest sport in the world."

The general outline of the Afri¬
can plan for lion shooting at night

1

Rhinoceros shot by Lady Mackenzie

is enough to make most women

shiver, even when reading of it.
For this particular pastime the na¬

tives go with the hunter or hunt¬
ress, as the case more rarely might
be, into the jungle, where they
build him.or her.into a "boma,"

her story. "When I got to Africa
a charming little visit to the
local cemetery was arranged for me,
that I might see and count the num¬
bers of graves of other dauntless
ones who had set out from there to
hunt lions. I counted them . all

The huntress as she appears at home

or brush enclosure, so that the hu¬
man odor may be as faint as pos¬
sible. Fifty or sixty yards in front
of the "boma" they put the flesh
of some animal, usually a zebra,
and then leave the victim for the
night The resi depends upon the
accuracy of the hunter's shot.

"Meet
Mr. Lion"
"I was advised and urged by every

I one I met to give up the idea of lion
hunting," Lady Mackenzie resumed

thirty-flve of them.but that little
performance made me all the more

determined to succeed. So on I went
with my plans.
"While shut up in a *boma' waiting

for a lion to appear we can hear
them grunting five miles away. I
got so that I could tell whether the
lion was old or young, male or fe¬
male, just by the grunt. Of course,
many futile evenings are wasted
waiting for lions that never come

near the place. There may be none
in the vicinity, and then the hunter

has had Jiis plans and his time
wasted.

"I remember one evening, after a

succession of such uneventful nights,
when I awakened suddenly from a

slight doze feeling sure that I heard
a lion near by. All one has to see

through from,within the 'boma' is a

small peep-Tiole, and when I tried to
look through that I could see nothing
at all and thought that some of the
brush must have fallen over the hole.
The hunter with me that night also
had a peep-hole, and I quietly turned
to see if he was using it, but he, too,
had fallen asleep.

"I didn't dare speak, so I gave his
hair a tug to awaken him.

"I put my hand up to my peep¬
hole to push aside what I thought
was a piece of brush. It was not
brush, however, that obstructed my
view that time.it was the face of a

lion. Well, that situation was a

pretty dramatic one and seemed to
demand speedy action, so, without
calling a meeting of the board of
directors or even taking a vote on

the question among those present, I
let go both barrels of my gun and

Lady Mackenzie and two of her party on her second trip to Africa

Welfare Work Among Natives
One of the Lady's

Diversions

our friendly (?) visitor fell back
dead."

Lady Mackenzie tells of one ex¬

perience after another in the most
casual tone in the world. She says
it is the most natural life for her to
live.-that her parents, her mother a

Spanish beauty and her father a

Scotch nobleman, were great travel¬
ers and hunters and that as far
back as she can remember she al¬
ways did want to hunt lions.

Godmother to
The Native»
The wild beasts and the virgin

jungles of Africa are not the only
interests, however, that draw her
back to that faraway country. She
is a sort of fairy godmother to the
natives, and this time, when she ar¬

rives among them along about

Christmas time, she is going to hav«
a physician in her party and gn* .

stores of medicine for an eye tro
ble that is prevalent among some of
the tribes. "The Massi, a branch of
the Zulu and one of the most re.
markable tribes in Africa, js a*
flicted with an eye disease closely re-
sembling trachoma," says Lady Mac¬
kenzie. "Unless this disease U
checked the whole tribe will be blind
in a few years."
The women of this tribe are sold

in marriage, and the men are al¬
lowed as many wives as they can
afford to buy. The heads of the
women are shaved and scraped with
a stone.

Before Lady Mackenzie starts on
the hunting trip and the explora¬
tion of the Tana River she will have
moving pictures taken by the pho¬
tographers who will go with her of
pageants on the history and legends
of the various tribes in Africa.

"I am not doing this for any
moving picture concern," she ex¬

plained. "The whole undertaking
is*, mine. I am backing the trip
financially. I shall probably sell
the pictures to some syndicate when
I return, but the venture is my
own."

Lady Mackenzie will be accom¬
panied by F. Postmu, who has been
on her other hunting trips; Bill
Judd, who went with Colonel Roose¬
velt on his big game hunting trip;
E. Shelley, one of Paul Rainey's
hunters; three Canadian guides; one

physician; one secretary; four pho¬
tographers and about three hundred
porters.

Public Health Nursin Has Raised Standards of Profession
I

New York Tribun*
Washington iiureau

¿¿"W T WAS the courage and
I spirit of the American

doughboy that made the mo¬
rale of the American Nursing Corps
invincible during the trying hours
of hospital duty in our station at
Bordeaux," says Miss Sara Parsons,
chief nurse of Base Hospital No. ü
at Bordeaux for twenty months,
who recently testified informally be¬
fore the United States Senate Mili¬
tary Affairs Committee in favor of
granting relative military rank to
nurses in the army.

4,000 Wounded and
Ninety-four Nurses
"At the time the armistice was

signed there were more than 4,000
wounded doughboys in our hospital
and only ninety-four nurses to care
for them. We received boys straight
from the trendies as well as from
the camps. Our highest number of
nurses at any given period had been
about 165, but as the work in¬
creased everywhere and the boys
began to come in larger groups our
staff was depleted to equip other
hospitals. We found our boys dis¬
playing the utmost courage and gal¬
lantry during their illness. The
way those boys bore their suffering
and faced death in a strange land
was enough to give any nurse from
the United States the courage and
strength to go on through weary

hours and to spend herself to the
last iota of service.
"The signing of the armistice came

as a great surprise to those of us in
the hospital, as we had begun to or¬
ganize for two and possibly three
years more of war. We had ex-

pected to have one thousand nurses'
aids come over from America shortly
to supplement our regular nursing
staff.

Suffering of War
Lessened

"It is interesting to me histori-
cally to have noted that in this war

the suffering of individual patients
whom I saw was not equal to that I

observed in the Spanish-American
War. I was not a regular ai'my
nurse during the Spanish-American
War.the nurses' corps was pot or-

ganized until after that corlflict.
but I did go down with the converted
fruit transport which the State of
Massachusetts fitted out and sent to
Cuba to bring Massachusetts boys
home. This boat made three trips,
and I was left there between two of
the trips with several nurses to care
for some of the wounded men at
Porto Rico. There was only one
thermometer for the entfv, J hospital,
and our other medical supplies were
equally short. In France we often
thought we had to do with much less
than we needed, but conditions there

were much, much better than in the
Spanish-American War.
Advance in
Nursing Profession
"The greatest thing the war did

for the nursing profession was to
demonstrate that only the finest, best
educated and most capable women
should be recruited to the nursing
corps of our army. There were nu¬
merous instances where the nui'se
had to act as the house officer of a
hospital would act in making de¬
cisions, in giving orders and in as¬
suming responsibilities usually taken
by physicians. In war and in ill¬
ness, there is never any telling when
an emergency will arise in which the

nurse will have to step in and fill
the gap caused by a shortage of med¬
ical personnel. We ar_» attracting
more and more college women to the
profession.that is, the larger
schools are doing so.as it opens up
the public health nursing and hos¬
pital executive field to a greater ex¬
tent."
Miss Parsons is superintendent of

the Training School for Nurses of
the Massachusetts General Hospital
in Boston and was lent from there
for the war service.

Decline in
Private Nursing
"There is a decline in private

nursing," she continued. "This is

due to the disinclination of the well
trained member of the nursing pro-
fession to compete with the partly
trained or the so-called practical
nurse. Such competition is neces¬

sary in many of the states because
of the lack of any law making regis¬
tration compulsory and a certain
amount of training necessary.
Leaving the
Profession
"The public health service of the

United States and the hospitals of
the country offer an attractive pro-
fession to young girls who feel that
they just must take care of those
who are sick. The public health
nursing movement has given the
profession its largest boom in years.

"During the war the training
schools and hospitals were over¬
crowded with girls who wanted to
get into the service, who'could not
go overseas any other way. But
many of them have gone back to oc¬

cupations which were more con¬

genial. There are now only about
5,000 nurses left in the army nurs¬
ing corps out of the 25,000 recruited
for war duty.

"I did not have any opportunity
to witness the need for rank for
nurses during the Spanish-American
War, but I certainly did during the
recent war, and I heartily support
the movement undertaken by the
National Committee to Secure Rank
for Nurses."

While "Endearing Young Charms" Fade Away
y League of Women Workers Meets Need

for Recreation

By WINIFRED DUNCAN WARD
IN 1885 there existed in New

York City a modest little or¬

ganization called the Irene Club,
founded by Miss Grace Dodge,
whose name should be immortal, for
hers was the first club for girls in
a movement which has now become
national, and in New York City
alone has, in 1919, a membership of
3,500.

This movement, which has
naturally 'grown with the growing
number of girls who are independ¬
ent (and therefore without homes,
for the two seem to go together), is
called the New York League of
Women Workers, and its object is>to found clubs which the girls them¬
selves will maintain, and which will
give them an opportunity for some
sort of social life and a head¬
quarters in which to conduct it.
"There are offered the usual ad¬

vantages of vacation houses.danc-
isg, singing and other activities.
but I was particularly impressed, in
looking over the pamphlet, when 1
came upon a picture of one of the
clubhouse interiors, where a group
of girls were sitting before a fire in
a state of leisure and engaged in
conversation.
^htla pleasing form of activity is

so nearly extinct that I was filled
with amazement to see it really
recognized as a part of living, and
there seemed something positively
unnatural in this group of modern
girls sitting there together in old-
fashioned meditation, when they
might have been up in tho gym¬
nasium contorting themselves, or

down in the well equipped library
learning how the steam radiator
works, or taking a night course in
shorthand, or indulging in other
useful forms of enjoyment which
the working girl is expected to em-

brace in her "leisure" moments.

Real Conversation and
True Leisure «

Encouraged by that fireside scene,
will the busy woman worker pause
to contemplate with me the possi¬
bility of really bringing back into
our modern life the art of conver¬

sation?
If she were merely a society girl

I should not dare suggest this inno¬
vation, because tho society girl has
nothing much to say that is worth
saying.therefore, why converse?
But with us "working girls" it is
different, is it not?
There are only two things needed

for pursuing tto art of conversa¬
tion: one is leisSta and the other is

charm, and they are the two things
which the modern woman, with all
her efficiency, is losing, inch by
inch. Do let us stop before it is too
late. Let us try to realize that to
sit still is ono of the most attractive
things a woman can do.and there
is only one out of twenty nowadays
who can do it. I am often amused
at tea parties, where all concerned
think they are being very leisurely
and cultured, to see how little lei¬
sure there really is. The hostess is
bounding about among the teacups,
interrupting every one with sugar
and cream and crackers, when by
putting them within reach of all and
relaxing into peaceful inactivity she
might be contributing to the gen¬
eral pleasure instead of spoiling it.
The guests are continually jump¬

ing up out of their seats to get their
handkerchiefs out of their coat pock¬
ets, or to show you that snapshot of
somebody that they have carried
about in their purse for a week at
least, but which isn't there now; or

they may bring their favorite novel
and try to read sections of it out
loud to you. There are many other
agile forms of spoiling what might
settle into a pleasant conversation.
People do not seem to realize that
human intercourse, like everything
else in life, is an art. It demands
repose, concentration and considera¬
tion for others, none of which things
do we even attempt to bring to it.

The "Good Fellow" Type
Claims Brusqueness

Then, in the matter of charm we

are deficient. The attitude of hail-
fellow-well-met-brusqueness . which
the American girl loves to Jsect can

be interesting if it is well enough
done, but in that the English are
ahead of us; we do not do it well.
Hob-nailed shoes after supper and
dirty cuffs may arouse a spirit of
camaraderie among those who affect
them, but they do not please any one
else«, and here again we strike one
of the fundamentals, and that is the
American girls' tendency to split
up into types and ignore the
existence of any other code of man¬
ners than that evolved by their own
particular set. This is a col¬
lege product, but seems to cling for

a long, long time, and it is one of
the things most destructive to any
kind of social intercourse.

In New York, where so many
types of people are jostled together
in apparently close proximity, it is
really touching to see what happens
if one tries to combine women from
different walks of life at the same
luncheon table. They cannot talk to
each other.they have no common
medium of speech or thought.and
instead of taking whatever conver¬
sational cues their hostess may give
them, they simply stare and eat and

I say "Yes" arm" "No" and seem to
think that their social obligations
have been filled.

"Bridging Chasms"
Is Charm
Of course, there are always ex¬

ceptions to these cruel statements,
but they only prove the rule; and it
is not because we do not think or
have not plenty to say, it is simply
that we do not know how to be
charming and to bridge the chasm
between one another. We have not
been trained to make the effort, and
we are too selfish to make it of our
own accord. I think a great deal
of the trouble really springs more
from selfishness than inability, for
Americans are social by tempera¬ment. But in trying to bring to¬
gether people who have much in
common I am myself continually met
with the question: "Well, what for^What will I get out of it?"
Selfishness Breeds
No Courtesies
An actress will ride a mile to mee

a reporter who she thinks may givher a column in the paper; will sh
spare ten minutes to meet this sam
person because she has a charmin
personality and her friends war
them to meet? She will not.
The professional writer will tal

mucn trouble to hunt up son
"type" that she thinks she mig]
some day use in a novel.

Will she go to the luncheon h
more sociable friend has arrangein order to meet a sculptor who
whole range of life and thought
so different that it would gi

The Rush of Business Segregates Women
Into Types

her material she will never find for
herself? She will not go; she is
too busy; at the moment she is not
interested in sculptors, so whyshould she waste time on them?
And if by chance these vary¬ing types do meet, do they take ad¬

vantage of the opportunity which
life has pushed in their way for
pleasant conversation? They do
not; they sit back and say nothinguntil they find out whether this new,
strange being they are suddenly con¬
fronted with is enough like them to
make conversation easy. If not
they drop out of the conversation,and eat steadily. I have seen this
thing happen a thousand times in
New York restaurants, between
people who would, I am sure, have
been very much amazed if you hint¬
ed to them that they were not per¬fectly well bred.

Duty Not An
Accomplishment
Yet this is a mental attitude whicl

is fatal to charm, and the results o:
it are noticeable everywhere. It i
a commonplace among men tha
women do not enjoy being with eacl
other. One of the reasons for thi
is that women do not take th
trouble to be polite to each other.
Men, on the contrary, do. If yoido not believe me, go to any man'

club, and see the unfeigned pleasurwith which its members are sittin
around t4t state of absolute leisun

smoking and talking to each other
not only in twos, but in groups.
Go to a woman's club.you will

not feel this atmosphere of sincere
content and enjoyment. You are
much more likely to fin.i women
scattered, and alone, feverilMy*
writing fifteen or twenty no»es, or
else gathered in strained silence
listening to some "lecturer" who i»
pouring into them, for so much an
hour, thoughts they might evolve
for themselves if they would get to¬
gether amicably and try.
Try Charming Your
Fellowwomen

Everything in life points to the
probability of the modern woman
being more and more thrown upon
her own sex for enjoyment, and it
is a grave matter that we do not
enjoy each other's society as men
do. The fault is our own. All
women have latent charm, and if
they would use it in extending, in¬
stead of limiting, their field of «so¬
cial intercourse they would find
themselves gradually equipped witû
a broader range of appreciation and
information, and might be making
a step toward that; elusive thing we
all covet but will not try to win-
culture.

Let us hope that in this network
of women's clubs of which the Na¬
tional League of Women Workers
is so justly proud some of the charm
and leisure we bave lost may be «re¬
born.


